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For of all sad words of tongue or pen, 
The saddest are these: “It might have been!” 
—dJohn Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892) 


To my family and friends, 
You've made every moment possible. 
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Know the Roads That Take You 


Wet Hammer Theory 


To sleep 

open your window 

to the soft footsteps of 
rain walking on leaves 


To dream 

open your mind 

to ideas not 

nailed down in corners 


To live 

keep trying 
to hammer 
down the rain 
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My Old House 


At night 

when you open the door 
and the dog won't bark, 
walk so the floor 

won't creak 


You know what 

it takes to get 

to the top of fourteen stairs, 
climb in bed without the 

old frame weeping it’s noise 


It’s there, 
where home was. 
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Key Largo 


| 
lay 
on a chaise 
lounge. 


Snorkeling 
under 
three feet beside 
fish 


miles 
below. 
With the sun’s 
reflection, 


| 
woke 
striped as my 
subjects. 
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Not upon the Rialto 


A poem about Venice comes not 

while standing above the Grand Canal. 

It slowly writes the way water 

washes Venetian dreams into the open. 

Deep ink pulls gondolas with familiar lines 
while blood red wine smiles at this other home. 
Words only do justice after beauty’s impress, 
only then can you write a poem that captures 
my Venice. 
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Hot Chocolate Cold 


| spent Saturdays in the backyard 
with my dad and brothers, 
rake gripped in my gloved hands. 


| often stopped and searched skyward, 
suggesting we wait until the trees 
were bare, but we never dared. 


We piled leaves on tarps, trekked 
to the edge of the woods and argued 
who would carry the empty sheet up. 


The yard green, once again, we retired 


within, where mom made hot chocolate 
minutes before the start of the game. 
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The Race 


| was running a race 
A race that my grandmother lost 
A race my grandfather can't lose 
A disorganized race 


A race filled with love 
A race filled with hope 
A race ended every day 
A race that | too have lost, 
some ways. 
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March 


M any fields of daffodils 

A rranged, already a mural 
Running over hills and valleys 
C atching wind in their petals 
H inting a season of amber. 
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Whitefield, New Hampshire 


We 
hiked 
Sugarloaf and ate 
plums. 


Blueberry 

pancakes 

in the town 
square. 


Kicked 
the 
can on home 
base. 


Played 
canasta 
after dinner every 
night. 
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The Balance of Noon 


| like the balance of noon. 
The sunshine is meant only 
to follow you. Walking 

on your shadow, not letting 
it get ahead or far behind. 
The day is split starting your 
path to the moon. 
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Route 1 


Trees, 
release 
you” 
leaves, 
freeze 
gray, 
slow 
as 
smoke 
rising 
in 
the 
distance. 
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Life’s Greatest Pleasures 


twist down that spiral 

slide up to the pop 

pour your red, ripe reward 

look into your reflection 

grasp the crystal stem 

and immerse yourself into one 
of life’s greatest pleasures 
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Barbershop Memoirs 


“ll fix you right up,” Tom used 
to say every time | entered the 
museum barbershop. 


He spoke with a friendly southern 
accent, farther south than he had 
lived for the past twenty years. 


“Been fishing lately?” | would always 
start, and he would recount a Sunday 
with his little bass boat on a nearby lake. 


“Still cookin’?” | never stopped 
and always let him in on the latest recipe, 
even if it was just chicken salad. 


Mr. Bryant took care of right about 
everyone, including that man who 
was trying to sell his “INSECT.” 


Tom retired to write his memoirs, 
“Some people'll get a chapter, 
others an honorable mention.” 


“l'll see ya next week,” he'd say, 


knowing full well | wouldn't see him 
for at least a month, now going on two years. 
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October Sky 


These clouds suggest a stud of cotton 
slowly pulled apart 
like the stuffing hanging from the corner 
of my comforter. 
| lie on the grass 
and can almost feel a pillow 
beneath my head 
as | watch the sky move 
wondering whose bedroom it will visit 
next. 
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Thoughts from an Empty Crate 


Underestimating Appearances 


If | didn’t know Einstein 
and passed him on the street 
I'd toss him a dime. 

Before he could speak, pat his dusty shoulder 
and walk away wondering what “E” equals. 
He’d smile and think time is money 
as he pockets my dime 
and walks the other way mumbling 
“mc2, son, mc2.” 
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Street Magic 


Think of a card 
and I'll pull a quarter 
out of thick air, 
where your problems perish, 
the quarter snaps in your pocket 
and the 10 of spades 
can't matter. 
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Puddlelove 


Clouds hung around my ankles 
while rain dripped on my head 
although the water fell, 
my spirits rose 
because | love the rain. 
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Money for Memories 


What do you have to show for 
1,260,000 Lire spent? 
Not a single thing. 


You could have 
tasted the Tequila 
that trickled towards 
the back of my tongue 
You could have 
smelled the sauce 
that sizzled 
on top of the stove 
You could have 
heard the howl 
of my laugh 
as | hurtled down the hill 
You could have 
felt the fuzz 
of my fleece 
as | stood on that frozen floor 


But you can't see anything. 


Not trinkets 
that will sit on a shelf, 


| spent money for memories 
and stored them on the shelves in my mind. 
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Dinner at Fong’s 

Poets from the big city 

sit around back rooms 

of back-country Chinese food restaurants 

and make innuendoes out of chance. 

The whole story is long and complicated in bed. 


Every person is the architect of his own fortune in bed. 


You will come to realizations in your life that change 
you forever in bed. 


They pass on sweet and sour pork 
to make room for returns in bed. 
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Love, Life and Traffic 


I. 
| told you to go, 
lying to myself and 
you flew out of my life 
and into the rain, 
someone else’s storm. 


Il. 

Death runs red lights, 
waits down stream 
while love is afraid 

to weather the green 

and meet at the river’s mouth. 


Ul. 
You came back, 
even though it wasn’t for me, 
but I’m too tired and fear 
what the next forecast 
might bring. 
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Asleep at the Wheel 


| saw a dream-catcher 
hanging from a rear view mirror 
with Carolina plates. 


| passed the “Welcome to Virginia’ 
just in time to sustain my sanity. 
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Sendoff 


| could see myself inside the van 
where | sat one year before 

now | stood outside, outflanked 
my reflection on the door 


| knew the place they were going 

we knew that castle a different day 
jealousy wished a change, a chance 
each wanted but did not say 


they wave and then begin their journey 
we nod and talk about the past 
knowing ours was long advanced 

we smile and envy recedes at last 
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a lone ly 


If you remove the “a” 
from alone and add 
“ly” to the end, 

you are lonely. The 
distance these three 
letters creates, forms 
lay, a place on the bed 
next to someone who 
minutes before could 
have been both. 
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Cimitero 


Ancient stones surround an island 
where fallen leaves cover fallen men. 
Names worn by wind and rain 

for memory’s sake may mark the end. 


A lone cross stands tilted in the corner, 
man and writing almost faded away. 
Like many minds before him, 

“His sun set, while it was yet day.” 


36 


Millenium 


Birds slice back and forth 
through waterfalls that spill 
from the edges of the earth 
while a comet shoots past 

its reflection in the pool below. 


Pyramids topped with white-hot 
fire burn the grids whose mist 
rises just in time to reach 

some orbital ring as it speeds 
around an unknown star. 


Orange mountains and their 
serrated peaks hide the sun 
on its way down to the lakes 
that feed the yellow trees’ 

obscure roots and distances. 


37 


Dinner with Ted Enslin 


His glasses framed his nose _ his beard  covere 

his mouth and | could barely hear what he was 
saying about the lobsters were 240 pounds and 
five years foreach each as old as the white ash 
gripped firmly formed from the forest where | think 
he would agree. 
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Lead the Laughter 


Remember sitting at the 
grown-up table and laughing 
when everyone else laughed 


Words flew by like 
Carraway or Kerouac 
and there was always talk 
of this one Streetcar 


Now | lead the laughter 


and never miss a 
Jay or Jack 
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In Search of 


Should remove the word 
uncharted from the dictionary 
there is nothing left 
to carry. 

We've run out of west 
and no longer move. 
Travel through television 
on islands in our backyards. 
North, South, in and out 
we've run out of west, 
broken west 
burned our forty acres 
and lost the mule. 
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“These poems are strong, taut and filled with the emo- 
tional honesty that restores us all. _ Their energy is 


breathtaking.” 
sci Parchitt ‘author of Letters To 


The Dead © — 
“Like the unusual title, this poet views the world and rela- 
tionships in a fresh and 1 original light. He engages the 
senses. sand plays with ta anguage, lifting a regalo es 


ames 5 eile 
seats on ae 


pean at ator of. of Small Poe 


eel? oe. 
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